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waking up in the morning and wondering
what it was like,   I should like to rumple
his   hair.   You   have.   Doesn't   he   look
charming? "
" I haven't/'

"Lissy! I'm perfectly certain you have.
Why, you couldn't possibly be in the same
room with him for half an hour without
doing it. My fingers positively ached to.
Who's the man in that Dickens book ? "
Miss Considine's forehead gathered in a little
frown, then smoothed again as she bent her
head back. She seemed always to be yielding
herself up to ineffable embraces with half-
closed eyes. She gave a little smile. " But,
of course you don't read Dickens," she said
to her invisible lover.

" Don't be silly, Jimmy. It was I who
told you to read the book."

" What was his name ? " Miss Considine
was still talking to the unknown.

"Tommy Traddles?"

"Yes, yes. . . . What a charming person
he was. I feel I could have been very happy
with.Tommy." Again she seemed to float
away into an idyll.

Felicia stood looking down at her. What
a.very good thing it was she had so much